She flushed:

Tve got into the habit of never crying, because
of my work. A dressmaker has to have dry eyes.
Dresses and sorrow don't go together. One mustn't
have fumbling fingers."

Frangois had already noticed the way in which she
used her eyes, not, as he did, because he found
pleasure in concentrating on objects, but as valuable
tools to be used in the interest of a patient and careful
Craft, eyes which fatigue did not make swell, but
narrowed until they were reduced to the semblance
of two hard little marbles.

Already she was moving away from him again with
the unhurried step of a hospital-nurse. She wore her
hair flat, a fashion which she had long ago chosen
once and for all to accompany her through life,
because it did not get in the way of her work. When
she reached the door she turned.

"This place is rather like the house of the good
God, in spite of its rough appearance: the dead and
the living are equally welcome."

The woman had left the door ajar, so as to let the
wannth from the kitchen circulate in the room where
Fran?ois was lying. He tried to take a few steps, but
the weakness in his legs forced him to return to the
sofa. What had hold of him was a very ancient weari-
ness, dating from far back in his childhood. His body
was shaking all over. Fatigue struck at him like a
thunderbolt.

Ah! those wretched games from which he had fled
on any pretext, no matter how futile, in order to
take refuge on his bed that he might quieten the
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